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ment of a second something in them held a wind-blown taper to
a scene lost and buried more than twenty years. But from the
depths of John Crow's mind another image suddenly mounted up
and another memory. Tom Barter! Tom Barter! It was more than
once he had come here with Tom, a boy of his own age, the son
of the Squire of Didlington; but the episode came back now with
an overwhelming rush. What a heap of information about fish and
about fishing Tom had known! And he had got the boat up those
shallows and past the dam too ... got it right into the "big
river," near Didlington bridge! John became very silent now,
staring at the water and thinking of Tom. It seemed very curious,
looking back at that far-off day, that there should ever have been
any boy so strong, so capable, so extraordinarily nice to him as
Tom Barter had been. He and Tom were exactly the same age.
What had become of him?
"On* one of those days," he announced now to Mary, "I came
here with Tom Barter. Do you remember Tom, Mary? He was
probably the best friend I shall ever have!"
Their four hands were pressed against the parapet, palms down,
and their two heads were close together. Mary moved one of her
hands a little till it just touched one of his.
"Ye ... es, I ... think ... I do," she replied musingly,
In her heart she said to herself, "I won't tell him now that I kno\v
him quite well and that he's working for Cousin Philip at
Glastonbury,"
"Oh, you don't remember him if you don't see him clearlyl*
cried John emphatically. "Look at that big one, Mary, look at
him rising there! It was that fish that brought him back to my
mind. Directly I saw that big one I thought of Tom. He got the
boat right up the dam that day, Mary, Tom did."
"I ... don't . . . think ... 7 was there that day," said Mary
in a low voice. And in her heart she saw two little boys standing
exactly where they two were standing at this minute. Could it
have been Tom, and not her at all, that he had hugged at the
bottom of the boat? Boys no doubt are often shameless on long,
hot afternoons!
"Right over the dam. . , ." went on John Crow. "I can see hi$